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HAVE obſerved, with Authors, 

(but more eſpecially the rhiming gentry) it 
is cuſtomary to begin with ** The 
ſheets were not originally intended for the preſs ; 
the Author being truly conſcious they have not 
the leaſt pretenſion to any merit whatever; but 
they are, at length, through the importunity of 
friends, and at the particular defire of my Lord 
, or the Right Honourable 
or ———, E. (with whoſe great abilities, 


as 2 writer, "the world is 1 * 
humbly offered to the public. 


of this ſort, 8 
expect to ſell his work ?—l allow, there are peo- 
ple to be found, who would not grudge the 
expence of half-a-crown for any thing in the 
leaſt inſtructive, or even entertaining; but very 
few who will lay out their money upon what, 
they are very ſubmiſſively told, is worth nothing 
at all. On this head I chooſe to be filent ; and 
beg leave to ſay, the preſent performances were 
written at a very early time of life; therefore, 
hope the trifling incorrections of language and 
meaſure, or repetitions of words and thoughts, 

which 
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which may probably occur, will be looked over 
as favourably as p6iſible. 


The Quack Doctor, as it was firſt wiitten, 
did appear in print ſome years ago: but it is, 
here, ſo much altered, in point of language, 
{and I may venture to ſay for the better) that 
nothing of the original remains, but the deſign. 


Thus much in favor of my Book: and, for 
my own defence, I will only take the liberty of 
relating a ſhort adventure which happened to 
me the other day. 


As I was loitering upon one of the benches in 
St. James's Park, a friend of mine ſuddenly 
came up to me, and ſnatching faſt hold of my 
wriſt, at the ſame time ſtaring full in my face, 
with great ſeriouſneſs, afked me, if I was mad: 
I muſt own, this queftion ſtartled me very much: 
however, I defired my friend to explain himſelf; 
who, with a ſolemn ſhake of his head and a 
heavy ſigh, told me, he had juſt then been in- 
formed, I was turned Author; with theſe words, 
he turned upon his heel and walked away; fully 
convinced within himſelf (as I could eaſily per- 
ceĩve by his countenance) that I was far gone. 


This 
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This friend of mine is one who values him- 
ſelf, not a little, upon his penetration, and what 
he calls, a thorough knowledge of mankind ; nor 
is he ever better pleaſed, than when buſily em- 
ployed in communicating to the world ſome 
miraculous event, er flrange diſcovery, which 
has eſcaped the obſervation of every one but him- 
ſelf : I am therefore convinced he has, before 
this, throughout every tavern and coffee-houſe 
in town, pronounced me fart mad. 


Now, to ſave all curious perſons the trouble 
of making a thouſand fruitieſs enquiries, and of 
trotting after me from place to place, in order 
to convince themſelves, by ocular demonſtration, 
whether I am really mad or not ; likewiſe, to 
free myſelf from the danger ſuch a report muſt, 
of courſe, ſubject me to, namely, that of being 
ſnapped up at the corner of every ſtreet, and 
handed into Bedlam ; I think it not improper to 
give this public notice, that I am, at preſent, in 
my ſound, perfect ſenſes; nor is it quite impro- 
bable, but I may continue fo ſix months longer. 


INTRO. 


„ — 


INTRODUCTION. 


T ſaid, through pride I rhyme and ſcrawl ; 
Through pride I frive to write 

My friends ſay this ;—conjecture all! 
My purſe feels very light! 

Let thoſe ambitions blockheads ſtill 
Enjoy ſuch empty matter, 

Who, for a panegyric, will 
Run through fire and water. 

My muſe nor praiſe nor cenſure knows, 
But ever ftranger been 

To coaxing friends, or laſhing foes ; 
She's neither falſe nor keen: 

If for a ſong, or catch, or ſo— 
A dinner ſhe obtain, | 

She wants no more, tis plenty too— 
Until ſhe wants again. 

I ak no founding titles here, 

| Nor ſtiff to lie in lead; 

Let me live well, no matter where, 

And when I'm dead—T'm dead: 

Then without elegiac lay, 
Compos'd in doleful firain, 

PII foundly ſleep until doomſday, 
And then—awake again. 
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POEMS, Oe. 


PHILEMON TO AMANDA. 


F on Puilruox, whom you once held dear, 

You caſt one thought, and from him deigy to hear; 
Behold I write, but with a feeble hand, | 
My pen can ſcarce obey my heart's command : 
Receive theſe lines (the laſt I e'er ſhall ſend) * 
With warmeſt wiſhes for ſo lov'd a friend !— 
Friend! did 1 ſay? O cold! too cold a name! 
T' expreſs this boundleſs, this encreaſing flame; 
Infipid word! unknown to warmth divine ; 
To love ſo ftrong, fo pure, ſo fond as mine! 
Oh! think (but mayſt thou never feel the ſmart !) 
What parting anguiſh rends PRILEMOx's heart! 
Whoſe love, whoſe {lighted love's ſo fix'd and true, 
Ten ages paſt that love would ſtill be new : 

A | Yet 
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Yet you're unkind! I ſtill am doom'd to woe; 
Why, fair deceiver, am I treated fo? 

Why, why ſo chang'd ? this coldneſs tell me why 7 
Is one more conſtant, one more true than I 
Worthy thy love ? or has ſome youth more fair, 
Deſerv'd thy ſmile and gain'd a lover's care? 
Rival! be happy !—mayſt thou never know 
Theſe pangs I feel! this agony of woe! 

And thou, Auax pA !—mayfſt thou ſtill enjoy 
Contentment laſting, bliſs without alloy ; 

Peace crown thy days, and baniſh all thy grief ; 
To think thou'rt happy gives me ſome relief. 


Have you forgot thoſe ſolemn vows you made ? 
Think, recollect, call mem'ry to thy aid; 
Think! nor let one fond ſigh eſcape thy breaſt, 
Thou once was kind, and I was more than bleſt ! 
In yonder grove, yond oft-frequented grove, 
Thou firſt did hear, and firſt repaid my love : 
When round my neck in am'rous wreaths you hung, 
And love's warm language faultcr'd on thy tongue ; 

Did 
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Didſt thou not ſwear by all the powers above, 

By Jove ſupreme, and by the God of Love; 

By earth, by ſea, by air, by all that moves, 

That with our lives ſhou'd only end our loves ? 

Vows ! oaths ! where are ye? Canfi thou-think on this, 
And calmly ſay, I have not dene ami/: ? 


When on thoſe bliſsful ſcenes, which now are o'er, 
With heaving fighs my midnight hours deplore, 
A gentle lumber will my woes beguile, 
I hear thee ſpeak, and ſee thy heavenly ſmile ! 
Love-whiſp'ring angels hover o'er my head, 
And wanton Cupids guard the am*rous bed; 
* Around thy form my claſping arms I twine, 
And thou as kindly ſeem'ſt to circle mine: 
Mad with delight I revel ev'ry grace, 
And melt my ſoul within thy fond embrace. 
Short-liv'd enjoyment! from my golden dream 
Too ſoon I wake. — Alas! how chang'd the ſcene! 
Deep, ſudden horrors, ſeize on ev'ry part; | 
1 rave, ſtart up, and beat my lab'ring heart; 
|  * Around thy form, Cc. See Mr. Pope's Sappho to Phaon, 
ver. 149. 
A 2 Wich 
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With frantic wildneſs tear my clotted hair, 
And give my ſoul to all her fell deſpair ! 


But ſoft—T'll think no more—no more, in vain, 


Implore that pity which I cannot gain : 
Quick will I ſeek ſome humble hermit's cell, 
| Calmly retir'd, with tranquil eaſe to dwell ; 
Or ſome lone ſhepherd's cot, or ſilent grove ; 
Far, far from woman, and the ſnares of love : 
There bar thy image from my rugged ſoul, 
There caſt remembrance far as pole from pole; 
More placid thoughts, ſenſations more refin'd, 
Shall lull to peace and harmonize my mind : 
Reflection pure to future worlds ſhall rove, 
And fill my breaſt with an immortal love : 
So ſhall my days, without one thought of her, 
Make clear their way to bleſt eternity. 


WINE 


WINE any FRIENDSHIP. 


| Loan Baccuvs! come along; 

" Joy and Pliaſure grace my ſong; 
Theſe, firm-knit, are ever thine, | 
God of Friendſhip, God of Wine : 
Thou diſdain'ft all ſordid ends, 

True and focial, beſt of friends! 


Lovely Vzxws, beauty*s pride! 
Fondly ſeat thee by my fide ; 
Laugh and drink, and kiſs and toy, 
Thy delights . nov cloy : 
With thee little Curip bring, 
Love and pleaſure's ſmiling king! 
God of falſeſhood, God of truth, 
Blindly cunning, ſubtle youth 


Drawer ! bring the other flaſk ; 
Drain the Bacchanalian caſk ; 
Freely fill the flowing bowl, 
Tranſports revel in my foul : 
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The ſpark of life is quickly out, 
Threeſcore years ſoon roll about, 
Unperceived flide away, 

Like a cloudy ſummer's day : 

Drink, ſecurely, while you've breath, 
When death ſfummons—— drink to death! 
Joys unnumber'd, joys divine, 

Lib'ral gives the ſparkling wine! 


Vonder! ſee ! with heavenly grace, 
Fair AroLLo ſhews his face: 
Let each jarring found be mute, 
Soft and gently wake the lute : 
Now the lively ſong prepare, 
Blithe AroLLo !—welcame here. 


Thus, ſecurely, I enjoy 
Happineſs without alloy : 
Always eaſy, never wrong, 
Drink wy glaſs, and ſing my ſong: 
Kings and kingdoms, pomp and fame, 
Honors, titles, riches, name, | 
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States and ſtateſmen, what to me? 
Mine be mirth and jollity. 
With a friend and bottle, I, 
Greatly bleſt ! all care defy ; 
Friend and bottle, then be mine, 
Take the world, I'll not repine. 


When I'm dead, let me but have 
This inſcription o'er my grave; 


Reader, waſte not on this ſtone 
One unmanly tear, nor groan ; 
He, who, ſafe beneath it hes, 

«© Nor regards thy tears nor fighs : 
Not in grief his days were ſpent, 
% No!—he liv'd and died content! 
Free from all the war of ſtriſe; 
Free from care he paſs'd his life ; 
©* Threeſcore years on earth he ftaid ; 
„ He envy'd none, of none afraid; 
«© Enjoy'd his bottle to the end, 


, „ Laugh'd at the world, and lov'd his friend l 
| ' ODE 
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ODE TO SPRING. 


AIL jocund Spring ! that brings along, 
In chearful dance, the ſportive throng ; 
Bleſt ſeaſon ! ever gay! 
Permit my unexperienc'd lays 
To pay a tribute to thy praiſe, 
And own thy genial ſway. 


The warbling choirs their off rings bring 
To welcome thy return, O Spring ! 

The hills with joy reſound; 
The cowſlips glad the laughing fields, 
The bluſhing roſe its odor yields, 

And vi'lets breathe around. 


The elms their verdant honors ſpread ; 

The dew-drops gild the me/ bed, 
Where daiſies bloom among 

Hark! ſoft and joyous, thro? the ſkies, 

Ten thouſand ſprightly voices riſe, 
And echo joins the ſong. 


ODE To SPRING. 


Theſe bliſsful ſcenes ſoon paſs away, 
The pride, the glimm'ring of a day, 
| Decline on rapid wing: 
Hence, learn to know vain, mortal man, 
Thy fleeting life is but a ſpan ; | 
True emblem of the Spring ! 
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VAUNT ! ye critics, hence, away! 
Nor intercept my artleſs lay : 
Caſt rigid rules and looks afide ; — 
You can't commend—then pray don't chide. 
My muſe is but of feeble wing, 
1 And ſcarcely dares attempt to ſing : 
| In time, perhaps, ſhe may grow ſtronger ; 
| Then, O forbear ! a little longer: 
1K Keep in your rage =O ſmile for once !— 
Rough uſage never cur'd a dunce. 
But, if you will not let me paſs 
Without, This fellow is an Af ;” 
Why, do your worſt ; I value not 
Your frightful frowns one ſingle jot ; 
Find faults, mend none ; growl, ſneer, and rail ; 
Pll e'en proceed to tell my tale. 


—  - — - 
* 


| There liv'd a R ſ— r, in Kent, 
U A worthy knight of high deſcent, 


Exceeding 


— — — - 


LOVE VICTORIOUS. 
Exceeding rich in houſe and land ; 
Whole pariſhes at his command ; 
Some grace he had, and alſo wit, 
Yet wanted ſenſe to manage it. 
Full threeſcore tranſient years and two, 
Had this wiſe mortal buſtled thro”, 
Without e' er ent'ring HYmen's chains, 
Or taſting all thoſe joys and pains 
Attendant on a marry'd life, 
That plague the huſband, teize the wie : 
For, let us marry when we will, 
We with the good muſt take the ill; 
This hour will peace and love create, 
That, ſtorms, and ſtrife, and mutual hate; 
*Tis not (I think) unlike my purſe, 
Sometimes my bleſſing, oft my curſe, 


At length, blind Curid, who's ne'er quiet, 
Began to make a monſtrous riot ; 
| He pointed ſharp his keeneſt dart, 
And deeply pierc'd Sir WoxTar's heart, 
B 2 
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Rais'd in his breaſt ſo ſtrong a flame, 
As {kill nor prudence cou'd not tame. 
It was a buxom laſs, hard by, 

On whom Sir Won Tay caſt an eye, 
An eye of love, for ſhe was fair, 

As mix'd the roſe and lily are, 

Ay, fairer too; —and BeLL her name; 
Of poor, yet honeſt kin ſhe came: 
Now, here, (but language proves too faint) 
I here wou'd all her beauties paint: 
The richeſt treaſure of the me 


flowers bloom and linnets ſing; 


The utmoſt am'rous poets feign, 

Of Daynmne's face, and ChLok's mien, 
Together huddled, juſt wou'd be 

As much like BELL, as BELL like me. 


Beauty, in high degree poſſeſs'd, 
Is 'ticing, it muſt be confeſs'd, 
Thercfore, what civil perſon can 
Accuſe this old, vehement man 


Of 
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Of acting madly, thus to be 
Enſnar'd in Love's captivity ? 

For let me tell you, by the bye, 

From Cuy1y's dart no one can fly; 
When he ſhoots Love obey we muſt, 
And here 'twas truly Love not Luſt : 
But when the wanton heart is fir'd 

By luſtful flame, and not inſpir'd 
With thoſe pure exſtaſies confin'd 
Alone, unto a virtuous mind, 

I think't may be compar'd, and right, 
To any other appetite, 

Which, oft, when ſatisfy'd, diſdains 
The very thing that eas'd its pains. 
But this good man was ſore attack d, 
By Love's tyrannic power rack'd ; | 
He neither ate, nor drank, nor ſlept, 
All day he ſigh'd, all night he wept; 
For ſhame, he durſt not tell his love; 
But, doubtleſs, tis a thing will move 
All obſtacles, and ev'ry ſource, 

That may preſume to ſtop its courſe ; 
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Pride, reputation, honor, fame, 
All wing their flight at Curip's name. 


One ſummer's morning, as in bed, 
Sore-pinch'd with Love, Sir Won Tar laid, 
He mus'd and ponder'd in his mind 
The ſtrange deceits of womankind : 

** Suppoſe,” ſays he, ** I take for wiſe 
This charming maid, to ſoothe my life, 
: And ſhe ſhou'd gad, and be inclin'd 
To ſeck ſome man more to her mind — 
Hence impious thought ! ſuſpicion baſe ! 
Fair Virtue's felf ſhines in her face: 
Ho modeſt all her ways appear 

*I ſhall be bleſs'd, | need not fear! | 
She's virtuous, beauteous, quite divine 
*© By Jove, ſhe muſt, ſhe ſhall be mine: 
I will begane this very day, 

To her, in humble homage, pay 

«« My love ſincere, without delay.” 

Thus Sir Worx Tay having ſaid, 

He quickly bolted out of bed, 
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And gave the bell an hearty xing, 
Which made the hall's whole ſtructure fing; 


| With greateſt ſpeed, c' echoing trill 

Brought D1cx to know his maſter's will; 

A very waggiſh youth was he, 

But ſubtle to the laſt degree ; 

Poſieſs'd of mod'rate Nit and ſenſe, 

And moſt imme rate impudence; 

And had in love affairs ſuch knowledge, 
You'd ſwear he'd been brought up at college? 
Withal he was of good behay'our | 
And greatly in his maſter's favour : 

To whom the knight firſt heav'd a ſigh, 

And thus began with rueful eye: 


„ Thus far thou haſt been true and juſt, 
«© And never once betray'd my truft ; 
«© I own, I've for thee great regard, 
And, oft, have promis'd to reward 
Thuy conſtant, true fidelty, 
„% On all occaſions ſhewn to me. 
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There works a ſecret in my breaſt, 
«© Which quite deprives my ſoul of reſt ; 
«© To thee this ſecret Pl! diſcloſe ; 

* *Tis thou muſt help to calm my woes.” 


Dick bow'd, and thus, with fmooth reply, 
„ Moſt honor'd Sir, for you I'd die,” 
Then wip'd a tear from either eye: 


Continued he, If you'll vouchſaſe, 
«« To truſt in me your humble ſlave, 
J will exert my utmoſt ſkill 
To render things unto your will: 
« And, Sir, believe me, I don't flatter, 
I it be Love, if that's the matter, 
«© Ne'er fear to ſpeed, doubt not ſucceſs ; 
«« Venvs is kind, and you ſhall bleſs ; 
« You're not yet old, and, when well dreſs'd, 
«« You look as handſome, I proteſt, 
« As any ſpark of twenty one ; 
« You'll gain your wiſh, fure as 4 gun. 
; 4 And 
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** Be bold, and puſh your ſuit with glee ; 

« And, if you dare conkde in me, 

I'll do my beſt to win the fair; 

” And paint your virtues te ax Br. 

Dicx ceas'd: This ſpeech Sir Wor Tar pleas'd, 
And more than half his troubles eas'd ; 


Then (not perceiving Rienaxr's guils) 
He made this anſwer, with a ſmile: 
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„ Thou'rt ſure a witch, that thus chou can 
* O'er all my boſom ſecrets ſcan : 
© J own thou'ſt gueſs'd, I am in love ; 
„% Witneſs ye ruling powers above | 
„ Witneſs the deep, the deadly dart, 
Which wounds and gings my throbbing heart ; 
*« My ev'ry ſenſe and nerve is fir'd, 
«© And my whale fouP's with Love inſpir d. 
Away, prepare! propare with ſpeed, 
My higheſt mettled, prancing ftecd ; 
*© We'll off this moment to the maid ; 
** Ye gods! Propitious lend your aid ; 


C n Smile, 
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Smile, gentle Cue1p ! hail the day, 
* And waft a Lover on his way ! 

% Expand your wings ye billing doves 
Protect me all'ye gentle loves 

O touch her heart with Love like mine 
4 A heavenly flame, and glow divine !” 
The knight, in this tranſported ſtrain, 
Ran on till D1c« return'd again, 

Who told his maſter, with a bow, 

All was in readineſs below. 


Return'd Sir Won ruv, © Let's away, 
«© Nor idly waſte, in dull delay, 
The very moments which ſhou'd prove 
% My ſtrong, and ſtill encreafing love.” 


No ſooner ſaid but off they went, 


Tho? not with adequate content; 


For Dick was merry at the heart, 
And knew full well to play his part : 
Sometimes the knight wou'd joke, then grieve, 


And Diex did ſame, whilſt, in his feeve 
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He laugh'd to ſee the fooliſh whim 

His maſter's fancy ſported in ; 

And inwardly rejoic'd to think, 

How ſnugly he might pluck this pink, 
This blooming laſs, in whom the ſquire 
Had fix'd his heart, and ſoul's deſire. 


At length, Sir WorTay thus began, 
My true, my good, my faithful man! 
If thou'lt aſſiſt, and, with thy aid, 

I gain this fair, this lovely maid, 

I' give thee free, from taxes clear, 

A farm worth threeſcore pounds a year, 

© Beſides an houſe, and cattle too £ 

Upon my honour this I'll do.” 

Straightway return'd the cunning knave, 

„ You are too good; I'm but your ſlave: 

If I ſtill live as heretofore, 

«© ] ſhall be bleſt; I aſk no more; 

In this, and all affairs beſide, 

*© Your goodneſs ever may confide 
C 2 
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«« Within my breaſt, I will be true, 

« And ever ſtrive to pleafure you: 

«« Your ſecrets, with the ſtricteſt guard, 
always kept, but for reward 

] don't, nor never ſhall defire:” —— 
Have done,” reply'd the love · ſick ſquire ; 

« I ſay it muſt and ſhall ſo be; } 
«© Therefore leave off this foolery.” 


Diex heard with pleaſure this rebuff, 
(A word to Dicxy was enough) 
And trotted on with heart as light 
As friſk of midnight elve or ſprite ; 
Accumulating future fare, 
And building caftles in the air ; 
How he wou'd exerciſe command, 
When maſter of the promis'd land: 
Each day,” ſays he, I'll get up ſoon, 
And ſport, or walk, or ride tif! noon ; 
« At half paſt twelve, or one, I'll dine, 
% Then fit and drink my glaſs of wine; 
| | „ Then 
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„Then (free from forrow, free from care) 
« Enjoy my nap in elbow-chair ; | 
«« At night chir-char with maſter's wife; | 
« And thus I'll make the moſt of life.” — 4 


But ſoft, my muſe, methinks we ſtray, 
And ſtrangely loiter on our way; 
A truce with rambling to and fro; | | 
Suppoſe we, without more ado, | 
Sir WorTHY, and his traffy friend, 
Safe-joggled to their journey's end: 

Brrr's father firſt appear'd in fight, 
To whom thus ſpake the am' rous knight; 


«« Behold, O reverend Sire! to you 
«« For health, for peace, for life I fue: 
© You have (ſure made for love and me!) 
60 A daughter fair, as fair can be! 
“For her I've languiſh'd, pin'd, and figh'd ; 
„I'm come, and will not be deny'd ; 
\ Fair BI LA all my boſom warms, 
“% For, oh! ſhe has refifllefs charms! 

. « Haſte! 


% And joy for ever, ever ſhine !”” — 
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« Haſte ! hafte | with ſpeed bring forth my queen!“ 
« Lord! Sir,” ſays Garyer, © what d'you mean? 
„ Your queen my daughter! ruſtic BELL! 

% Dclufion ſure— What magic ſpell _ 

Has thus your wand'ring brain miſled, 

« And rais'd theſe whimfics in your ha 

% Let“ Reaſon's vain—I know I'm right ; 
(With voice deciſive cry'd the knight) 

«« Nor ſhall perſuaſion make me falter, . 

Or this my reſolution alter, 

That (ſpite of wealth, and ſpite of pride) 

* The charming BELL ſhall be my bride.” 

Old Garras, ſtricken with ſurprize, 

Cou'd ſcarcely credit cars or eyes ; 

But finding twou'd be out of ſeaſon, 

To ſpeculate, and talk of reaſon, 

He ſtrok d his beard, and bow'd his head, 


_ Then thus, with air ſubmiſſive ſaid : 


% O Sir! may Heaven ever bleſs, 
« And crown your actions with ſucceſs ; 
« May Fate's propitious hand incline, 


«c No 
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No more,” reply'd the knight, © away, 
Prepare your girl; this very day 

«© She ſhall be mine; our hearts and hands 
«© Shall ſoon be join'd in HY men's bands.” 
Accordingly ran Garri x quick, 

Whilſt thus Sir Woarur ſpake to Dricx: 
Now for the point. Behave full well, 
When firſt you ſee my charming BELL; 
And when ſhe ſhall interrogate 

bout my temper, cuſtoms, ſtate, 

«« My virtues, vices, whims and freaks, 

«« Weigh well thy words before thou ſpeaks, 
«« And, with great ſeriouſneſs, proteſt, 
Of all mankind I am the beſt.” 

Fear not,“ replied Dick, ** but I 

% Will all my art and cunning try, 

« To make appear that you are he, 

“ Whoſe equal's not, nor ne'er can be, 
For mild, good nature, unconfin'd, 

«© A tender heart and gen'rous mind.“ 
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Now, reader, turn thine eye a white, 
Fair BzLLa comes with heavenly ſmile | 
And dreſt in all her native charms. 
The knight, with wide expanded arms, 
Embrac'd the maid and fore'd a kiſs : 
Good gods! what joy cou'd equal his! 
Then, Bzi1,” faid he, and foftly figh'd; 
«« Will you conſent to be my bride ?” 

Be't here obſerv'd, that, BzL1,, tho young, 
Knew nicely how to uſe her tongue; 

She, therefore, thus, with bluſhes, ſaid: 

4% Your Honour's will muſt be obey d; 

«« Whate'er commands you may impreſs, 
«« Pll execute with willingneſs ; 

« 'T” oblige you is my whole defire; 

© My ardent wiſh can ne'er aſpire 


*« Beyond” —** Enough ! my charming bride “ 


In ecſtaſy, Sir Won rur cried ; 
Then, turning to the ruftic pair, 
Addreſs'd em thus, with chearful air; 
* O! quit this rude, this lonely ſpot z 
* Your daily toil, and humble cot ; 


: cc Yours 


LOVE VICTORIOVUS. 

«© Yours ſhall a happier dwelling be: 
Wealth, pleaſure, caſe, ſerenity, 
% Abundantly ſhall fill increaſe, 
And gently cloſe your days in peace.” 
« O gen'rous Sir!” old Garyex cried, 
And fondly view'd his hut and figh'd, 
«« What powerful gold cou d never gam, 
«« What kings have often ſought in vain, 
«© Within theſe narrow bounds I find ; 
«« Health and contentment ſweetly join'd. 
„ Unenvy'd, unambitious, here, 
«« I grow my corn, I brew my beer, 
« And pay my kandford twice a year. 
% Few are my wants, and fina!l my wealth, 
« J fleep in peace, and riſe in health : 
High life and grandeur, pomp and pride, 
« To me, kind Heaven hath deny d: 
% Diflimulation, envy, hate, 
«« Are ſure attendants on the great : 
c« Here, then, permit me ſtill to be, 

«« For greatitefs nder was meant for me.” 
| D 


* 


+ Thus 


\ | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


26 LOVE VICTORIO US. 


Thus Gar rs fpoke. The worthy knight 
His reaſons weigh'd, and found em right; 
And ſtood con vinc'd that nothing leſs 
Than true content was happineſs. 

Now, to her honor'd parents, Ber 
Advanc'd, and took a fond farewel : 

Her good old mother drop'd a tear ; 

Her father thus, My child beware !— 
«© To pleaſe thy ſpouſe be all thy care.” 


Now ſee the knight and deſtin'd bride 
Jog gently homeward, fide by ſide, 
Whilſt Dicky (as all laqueys ſhou'd) 
Mov'd ſlowly after, chewing cud ; 

But now and then, as if by chance, 

At BELL wou'd caſt a wanton glance; 
And, the, ſometimes, wou'd ſport her eyes 
In flmilar im munities; 

For, let me tell you, entre nous, 

That RicHyard's charms had more to do 
Within her breaſt, than had the ſquire's - 
Moſt tender ſighs and ſoft deſires. 


Well, 
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Well, thus far, fortune has befriended, 
Suppoſe we now their journey ended ; 
The parſon fetch'd, the licence bought, 
And ev'ry thing done quick as thought ; 
The neighbours, all around, invited, 
Behold the happy pair united; 

The ruſtics grateful homage pay, 
And joys connubial end the day. 
And, alſo, Dicx, with heart- felt glee, 
Receiv'd his maſter's gen'rous fee; 
Well pleas'd, afſum'd the maſter, and 
The lord and king o'th promis'd land. 
He led an eaſy, pleaſant life, 
Without one thought about a wife ; 

At WorTar's houſe was mighty free, 
There, none more welcome was than he, 
For Beit admir'd his company, 


Now, with reſpe& and def*rence due, 
Ladies !—a word or two with you. 


| My muſe has zold me, o'er and o'er, 


An hundred diff rent times, and more, | 
IS D 2 | She 
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She will nat give the leaſt offence, 

To you, on whatioe'er pretence, 

Will not one word immodeſt fay, 

D's yearly pay. 

Well, now from manners not to part ;j— 
Dick horn'd the knight !—nay ! do not ſtart, 
Nor wreak on me your ill- plac'd ſpite ; 

»Tis truth, nor more, nor leſs, I write 
But, ſure ! you cannot ſay, in 2his, 

That I. have ſpoken aught amils : 
Suppoſe, now, (in the preſent caſe) 
Some one of you in BeLLa's place ; 

To hug the ſoundly-fleeping knight; 

To ſob, and ſigh, and toſs, and fret, 

And wiſh for what you—cou'd not get; 
Wou'dn't you have afted like our Beit? 
Bluſh not, ye wives! but truly tell; 
Pray wou'd you not have ftepp'd aſtray, 
A little from the common way ? 

Wou'd it have vex'd you, in the dark, 
To fumble over ſuch a ſpark 


To gain—even W 


LOVE VICTORIOUS. 


As BzeLLa's was ?—young, vig'rous, tight, | 


8 


Form'd to receive and give delight: 

How diff rent Renan from the knight! 
Ay, BIT had cauſe enough, in truth, 
For RicRHARD was a comely youth: 

His fair-ſpread limbs were ſtout and ſtrong ; 
Good were his teeth; his moſe was long; 


Charms! charms too great to be withſtood :— 
You all, poor things ! are fleſh and blood. 


O ye! who are, without a wife, 
Drawn to the cloſing ſcene of life, 
Be warn'd by poor Sir Worx TayY's fate! 
Nor venture on a wife too late. 
Think not, fond man ! the bridal day, 
The ring, and all the prieſt can ſay ; 
No, not the ſolemn marriage vow, 
Can ſave from horns thy aching brow. 


Sooner ſhall time let fall his wing ; 
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Sooner ſhall rue and hemlock be, 


By ladies fipp'd inſtead of tea; 
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Sooner ſhall crows with pidgeons coo, 


Than youth to palſied age be true, 
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F I, (which Heaven forbid) e' er mult 
Be with that plague a woman curſt, 
Be forc'd to drawl thro' empty life, 
Tack'd to that ill of ills a wife; 

Grant this my prayer, ye powers divine ! 


And at my fate I'll not repine. 


O make her neither rich nor poor ; 
Nor formal prude, nor wanton W——— e; 
But bleſt with fortune, ſuch as may 
Prevent exceſſes either way ; 
A mediums beſt the wiſeſt ſay. 


Let her behaviour ever be 
Not too reſerv'd, nor yet too free ; 
Be ſhe not young, nor yet quite ald 
Fifteen's a flirt ; threeſcore's a ſcold ; | 
A touch of either let her have, 
Nor wholly gay, nor wholly grave. 


TAE CHOICE or a WIFE. 
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A taper waiſt, or fine-turn'd neck, 

As if with power magnetic fraught, 
Attraft her utmoſt care and thought : 
Each morn, from nine to noon, ſhe'll paſs 
In ogling at her looking glaſs ; 

Will dreſs, undreſs, and dreſs again; 


- She's firſt too fine, and then too plain : 


A dozen diff rent gowns appear; 
Not one among em fit to wear 
Lord how the caps are toſs'd about! 
Amongſt the ribbands what a rout ! 
Then to her face what care is paid! 


How curiouſly the rouge is laid ! 


How, (not to cover ſcratch or cut) 
How dextrouſly the patch is put ! 
Thus having prank'd up ev'ry feature, 
And made her ſelf a perfe# creature; | 
With BeTTyY next, (who's fure to be 
The quinteſſence of flattery) 
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Is held a mighty conſultation, 

Gloves, and rings, and fans, and lace on ; 

What frown, or ſmile, or geſture, will 

Look beſt at church, or at quadrilk ; : 
Thus fly. her hours in pride and dreſs, 

In conſtant buſy idleneſs. 


The greateſt ill, in human life, 
Is certainly an handſume wife. 


Go to an op'ra, ball, or play, 
Viſits receive, or viſits pay; 
A pretty wife is ſure to be 
The butt of all the company: 
The ſot admires with half-ſhut eye, 
And counts each beauty with a ſigh; 
The rakes all ſwear her heavenly fair ; 
The women laugh ; the huſbands ftare ; 
She ſmiles aſſent to all that's ſaid ; 
The good man frowns, and ftrikes his head, 
Feels ſtrange emotions move his hat, 
Thinks and ; 


From 
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From day to day grows worſe and worſe ; 
His wife, 3 his plague, his curſe. 


Give me a wife not foul nor fair, 

If fuch, ye gods | there be to ſpare ; 
Make her, juſt ſo, that they who ſee, 
Deſire her not, nor envy me: 

| Let ſpotleſs virtue clothe her mind, 
With ſweetneſs and good nature join'd ; 
Conduct each ſtep, with heavenly guide, 
Through all the dirty ſnares of pride; 
Give her diſcretion ;—greateſt bleſſing 
Woman can have in her poſſeſſing: 
With friendſhip's flame inſpire her breaſi, 

| To one who proves that title beſt ; 

l Be ſuch a woman mine, for life, 

| My fortune, friend, companion, wife. 


BEAUTY 
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THE woods were huſh, the ſky ſerene, _ 
All nature freſh and fair, 
When, from my cot, I croſs'd che green, 
To breathe in purer air, 


The fvill-ton'd lark, on mounting wing, 
With gladneſs hail'd the morn ; 
The thruſh forſook the flexile ling, 
To welcome So1.'s return; 


The lowing herds expreſs'd their joy 
In many a ſportive bound; 
The hills, the meads were pearl'd with dew, 
And waſted incenſe round: 


As, penſive, muſing thro* the grove, 
I heard an am'rous dame, 
With tears and fighs, (the ſighs of love) N 
Thus tell her burning flame: | 
E 2 Hence ! 
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Hence ! tyrant Love! O let me reſt ! 
Too ſtrong, too cruel foe ! | 
Come, gentle peace! and heal my breaſt ! 
O come ! and calm this woe ! 


Young STREPHON was the comelieſt ſwain ; 
None talk'd or ſung more ſweet ; 
But, ſure, no ſhepherd on the plain, 
E'er ſung with ſuch deceit : 


So fond his tale, ſo doſe he pred, 
And ſigh'd with ſo much art, 


That Love ſoon triumph'd in my breaſt, 


And pierc'd my tender heart: 


One night as from our fleecy care, 


Hung arm in arm, we came, 


The ſhepherd beg'd, with tempting air, 


— 


That I'd return his flame. 


He preſs'd my hand, then heav'd a ſigh, 
And claſp'd my yielding charms ; 


EE 


I faintly 


i faintly aſk'd, Such beldne/s why # 
Then ſunk into his arms. 


i 


How foft each figh, how warm each kiſs; 
Then, then how kind he prov'd ? 

Swilt flew the moments, wing' d with bliſs ! 
And ev'ry thought was love! 


Next day as by yond neighb' ring brook, 
In penſive mood, I ftray'd, 

My ſhepherd, with his flock and cfook, 
Came faunt'ring o'er the glade. 


I look'd, I figh'd, I kiſs'd my ſwain ; 
But he, (O fad to tell!) 

Nor look'd, nor ſigh'd, nor kiſs'd again, 
But, taunting, cried, Farewel ! 


Gods! what keen anguiſh rung my heart ! 
What agonizing pain ! 
The thought, even now, renews the ſmart, 
It ſtrikes, it ſtings again! | 
— 
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Of Srazruox, O ye nymphs, beware ! 
Be warn'd, and ſhun my fate 

He'll ſwear, he'll vow,—with caution hear, 
Left you repent too late! 


DELIA 


2 — 


1ORAI. 
I A. a PAS 
DE L 


ME, ſhepherds, attend to my lays, 
O 0 | 
nenen 
ſing n 
by eee eee 
d, ſure, you won't grudge ſuch a \ 
= To one that's ſo gentle and young; 
itheſome ſhe trips it noon, 
6 "0 glad ev'ry heart of the throng, 
0 


fair ; 
as the roſes are 
ons y ruſtic her mien ; 
Her heart's never loaded with care ; 


Her temper is always ſerene: 
grandeurs mi debaſe ; 
mind can | 
85 ae and baubles ſhe ſcorns : 
3 
| Fair virtue her actions adorns 
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Pure truth from her tongue ever flows ; 
Enrich'd with ſuch frankneſs her mind; 
No ſecrets her lips &er diſcloſe ; 
To all ſhe's good-natur'd and kind: 
In truth, all her actions are ſuch, 
No ſhepherdeſs e' er can excel; 
She's left ev'ry vice in the lurch, 
Determin'd with virtue to dwell. 


On 
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HATE'ER of meadow, or of purling rill, 

The pine-topt mountain, or the diſtant hill, 
in ſtrains ſoft lowing am'rous poets tell, 
Still thou, O W ** for ever ſhalt excel: 
Oft at the glimpſe of Sos declining ray, 
Thro' thy lov'd ſhades I've mus'd my penfive way 
Bleſt walks of nature ! nature's faireft ſcenes ! 
Where, unmoleſted, heavenly filence reigns ; 
Oft have I rais'd to ſong the lyric firing, 
And ſoar'd retire on contemplation's wing; 
Amid theſe wild, theſe aromatic bowers, 
Entranc'd in blifs I've paſs'd the noontide hours; 
Or ftretch'd beneath yond oak's fair-ſpreading ſhade, 
On the ſoft moſs, gaz'd o'er the furzy glade ; 
While the glad birds, within the citron groves, 
In honied muſic pour'd their tender loves. 
All here is joy the dubious murm' ring ſtreum 
Dances in cadence to the lucid beam, 

F Whoſe 
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Whoſe vivifying rays, with darting glide, 
Pierce the bright wave and chear the finny tribe; 


But, as the potent luſtre low expires, 


In languid ſtrains the plaintive brook retires 
Along the humid maze, oft grumbling flow, 
Whulſt thro? the oozy bank reſponds the mutt' ring low. 


Lo! where yond flow'ry croud, fair VESTa's train, 
Strew the gay lawn, and ſtud the laughing plain. 
Whilſt the induſtrious bee, by ſtealth unſeen, 

Robs ev'ry ſweet, and revels ev'ry green; 
Firſt on the daiſy, then the lily fair, 


Then buzzing round perfumes the ambient air; 
Then prone direct upon the roſe's hue ; 
Now from the vi'let ſips the virgin blue; 


Then, ſoaring off, he views the balmy ſpot, 


And, with harſh hum, regains his ftrauy cot. 


What rural pleaſures, what delights, unknown 
To the dull'd mortal of the duſky town? 
Here no corroſive thoughts, no cares are found, 
But meek-ey'd peace wafts mild contentment round ;— 
Content- 
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Contentment ſmiles ! all charming, lovely maid ! 
Unknown to cities, miſtreſs of the ſhade. 

Hail ſcene celeſtial | ev'ry beauty's thine! 
Nature effulgent ! thou art all divine! 

But, oh ! joy-killing thought ! fate bids me fly 
«© To diſtant realms, and to a diffrent ſky.” —— 
Ye prattling rills, ye various tinted flowers, 

Ye tranquil haunts, ye amaranthine bowers, 
Ve ſpicy meads, ye awful nodding rocks, 

Ye plumag'd concerts, ye wild wand'ring flocks ! 
Farewel !—and thou, thrice beauteous ſcene ! 
Frown not indignant on my ruſtic theme; 

The muſe's gift, accept her artleſs lays, 

A weak, but well-meant tribute to thy praiſe, 
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 3xvs lovely! Venvs fair! 
Hear, O hear! a lover's pray'r; 

Deign to lend thine ear awhile, 

Kindly look, propitious ſmile. 

At thy ſhrine, on bended knee, 

Thus implore I 48d from Wee, 

Pity, Venus, pity me! 


Pxzpe, faireſt of the throng, 
Pride of dance, and pride of ſong, 
Firſt with love inſpir d my 
Firſt depriv'd my ſoul of 
Witneſs all ye powers al 
Witneſs, Curip, god of love! 
Boy miſchievous, curſe thy dart ! 
For tis thou haſt caus'd the ſmart. 


Smiling PxzBt loves to rove ; 


Oft unto yond woodbine grove, 
(bolt yetreat, fit place for love! 
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Am'rous birds, on ev'ry ſpray, 

Sing, fond lover, come away 
Wanton breezes ſoftly blow ; 

Silver ſtreams harmonious flow); 
Ev'ry flower looks young and gay; 
Put fairer far than they) 

Thither I purſue the dame, 

There to ſigh a lover's flame; 
Zut, alas! away ſhe flies, 

Nor regards my tears, nor ſighs. 
Grove, where's now thy charms, ah where ! 
Beauty now no mare is here: 

Am'rous birds and breezes ceaſe z 
Streams harmonious hold your peace; 
Flowers no more look young and fair ; 
Lovely ParBe w not here. 


Oft I've watch'd the charming maid 
Wander thro* yond ſylvan ſhade ; 
On the wings of love I fly; | 1 
There, with prayer, with tear, and ſigh, 
Urge 
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Urge my ſuit ; but all in vain ; 

Still ſhe hears with cold diſdain ; 
Always frowns, whate'er I fay ; 

When I ſigh ſhe turns away; 
When I would my paſſion tell, 
Then, with ſcorn, ſhe cries, Farewell 


Quick, O Verxvus! lend thine aid, 
Warm to love the cruel! maid ; 
Kindly hear a lover's cry; 

For, without her, I muſt die ! 
Then adieu ye once lov'd ſcenes, 
Verdant meads, meand'ring fireams ; 
Roſes white, and roſes red, 

Daiſies, pride of moſſy bed; 
Pleaſing walks, and penfive ſhades, 
Which ambition ne'er invades ; 
Mild Content, who loves to dwell, 
Foe to pride, in humble cell ! 

And thou, my Paxznt, too farewel ! 


Taz 
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F wars tumultuous and inteſtine rage, 
Down-cloven helmets, and huge pond'rous ſhields: 
Let others fing ; or, ſighing mournful with 
The ev*ning breeze, of faithleſs Dayans tell. 
Mine be to ſing that medley call'd a Sox o; 
Not ſuch as harſhly wounds the lining ear 
With uncouth jargon, and diſcordant noiſe, 
The ſcurvy produce of fome half-ſtarv'd ſcribe, 
In garret cold, hewn from his keavy brain 
With crude conceptions and immodeſt phraſe : 
But ſuch as riſing with ſuperior note, 
Paints the vig'rous chaſe, the full-mouth'd concert, 
And the echoing horn : or, ſuch as flowing 
From the ſailor's lip, with utt'rance bold, 


Sounds GezorGe and Brirtaix! 


A well-ſung ſong can ev'ry care deſtroy ; 
Make ſorrow ſmile, and baffle fell deſpair ; 
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Diveſt ill- nature of its ugly form ; 

Make malice bluſh, and envy hang her head; 
Inſpire our ſouls to great and glorious deeds ; 
Teach freedom ſtronger to affirm her right; 
Make courage reſolute, determin'd, great; 
Impreſs more ardent in the gen'rous breaſt, 
Friendſhip, ſtrict honor, truth, and ſocial love. 


"Tis this makes Induſtry, with willing hand, 
Tug at the luſty oar, and brave the ſeas ; 
Hew the ſtout oak or jocund guide the plough 
Exulting blitheſome *mid the rugged taſk, 

And rend”ring pleaſant the ſevereſt toil, 


Oft have I ſeen even venerable age, 
Sparkle with pleaſure at the mirthful ſong ; 
With ſpirits elevated, briſkly join 
The ſwelling ſymphony in varied note, 

And, chearful, ſeem a ſecond time made young. 


Ye youths ſoft languiſhing in Curip's chain, 
You who in vain have ſigh'd whole tedious years 


For 
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For ſome proud beauty, inſolently fair! 

O quit the haughty prize ! retort her ſcorn ! 
In ſong, with glee and well turn'd wit replete, 
Defiance ſing to all her boaſted charms ; 

Nor fade the luſtre of your youthful days, 
With fighs unmanly, and deſpondence vile. 


If melancholy, with her ſullen train, 
When thoughts abſtruſe imagination cloud, 
Shou'd make approach upon my flumb'ring ſenſe, 
Me ſhall my ſong revive, diſperſe the gloom, 
And raiſe me, joyous, from encroaching care. 
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H AIL ! ſweet Retirement! lonely maid! 
| My ſoul's delight, the poet's aid, 
Thou ſoothing power, refin d: 
Come with thy charms, thy placid face ; 
Thy ev'ry harmonizing grace! 
<« Indulge my penſive mind.” 
i 
. Far from this world, a world of ſtriſe 25 
: "Obſcurely let me paſs my life ; 
Where folly ne'er ſhall dwell ; 
No galling thoughts to taint my reſt, 
No rankling cares diſturb my breaſt, 
*4 Nor haunt my lowly cell. 


Let honor grace th* ambitious name, 
And riches raiſe the worldling's fame 
Above the ſhocks of fate : 
I aſk not honor, wealth, nor power, 
The faint deluſions of an hour, 
Falſe idols of the great. Me, 
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Me, far more humble aims inſpire ; 
I burn with no ambitious fire ; 
Nor frown at heaven's decrees : 
Grant me, ye gods ! (ſuperior lot !) 
Serene and ſnug, ſome rural cot, 
With mild content and eaſe, 


Contentment ! heaven-born goddeſs ! tell 

What place delights thee moſt to dwell, 
Where, where's the bleſt retreat? 

In theſe lone walks, theſe filent ſhades, 

- Theſe tinkling rills, theſe winding glades, 

Is this thy bliſsful ſeat ? 


Thou muſt be here; with grateful voice, 
The woods, the groves, the plains rejoice, 
And own thy genial ſway: 
All nature ſmiles ! all laughs conſent 
That here alone is true content; 
Then here, O let me ſtay ! 
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Here let me lift my artleſs lays, 
Here paſs my few uncertain days, 
: And here to duſt return: 
Within this calm, ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
Let my cold limbs be humbly laid, 
This earth my filent urn. 


If ſome dear friend, perchance, ſhou'd rove, 

Amid this ſtill, this filent grove, 
This unfrequented coaſt ; 

Here let him heave one tune ful ſigh, 

*T will waft my fleeting ſoul on high, : 
And “ ſooth my penfive ghoſt.” RES 
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HE other day about the Town 

As idly ſtrolling up and down, 
To hear, and ſee, and pick up all 
The news from Bedlam to Whitehall ; 
A curious object caught my eye, 
On ftage high-mounted, fix feet high ; 
Confus'dly round him ſwarm'd a rabble, 
With eager hafte, and ceaſeleſs gabble. 
His tinſel'd coat, which once had been 
(Laſt age perhaps) a perfect green; 
Now trimly ſhew'd each various hue, 
Of green, brown, yellow, white and blue; | ﬀ 
A duſty beaver grac'd his head ; | 
His wig was black ; his beard was red ; | 
Roll'd round his neck, with careleſs air, | | 
A white cravat—no worſe for wear ; 9 
Behind him ſtood the mimic Tack ; | | 
And other things which ſpeak a quack. 


| 
| 
| 


— oo 


— — =- - = —_—_ _ 
- _— ——ä—ä— — -” — :. — —— — -- — 5 * — — 
- 


x4 Tur QUACK DOCTOR, 


In this array, our Doctor rare, 
As follows ſpoke, with noble air: 
Come fickne/5, come! Here reſpite find; 
„ Draw near ye deaf, ye lame, ye blind; 
ve ſickly, pining, poor, diſtreſs d. 
With ills on ills full fore oppreſs'd ; 
To me for inſtant ſuccour fly, 
And on my oft-try'd {kill rely. 
«© See here, what wond'rous things have I; 
My cheap, fine Lozenges, now buy, 
For humors, tumors, blood impure, 
7 A ready and effective cure. 
Lo here!” he bawl'd, this box of pills 
Will cure one of the vileſt ills ; 
** Diſpel old rankling gleets and pairs ; 
New brace your nerves, and clear your veins. 
This peerleſs phial, which I hold, 
Is worth unnumber'd fums of gold; 
*« *Twill bring your fight, tho' loſt ten years: 
I've ſold of it to lords and peers; c 
Who for 2h: bottle ſtill wou'd give 
„A thouſand guineas— as I live !”” 

«« Eighteen 
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«« Eighteen pence will buy the drops; 

«© You'll not find ſuch in druggiſts ſhops : 
„ But *tis not riches I purſuc —— 

„ No—T've more noble ſchemes in view ;— 
«« The public good to me's more dear; 
The public good is all my care. 


For pain at heart, whoever takes 
«© Of theſe my never-equal'd cakes, 
«« They'll make him ſound as any rock; 


Poor fixty pence! will buy my ſtock. 


A ſtinking breath, whoſe nauſeous fumes 
«© Will ſcent throughout a dozen rooms; 
«© Nay even taint the very ftreets, 
And ſicken ev'ry one it meets, : 
«© Who, in their ſenſes, wou'd endure, 
«© When half-a-crown will work a cure? 
«© Will buy a breath more ſweet and fine, 
«© Than myrtle, or the eglantine. 
Foul rotten teeth I draw with eaſe ; 
Can put in new ones, if you pleaſe, 
4% And 
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& And from your gums the ſcurvy cleanſe, 

% With little pain, and leſs expence. 

The red carbuncles on a face, 

I can with niceſt art diſplace, 

„Take off old blurs, or warts, or ſpecks on 
« In ſhort, I'll make a new complexion. 


f here moſt ſtedfaſtly aver, 

«« As I regard my character, 

«© This bottle will, in ten days ſpace, 

% Expel and perfectly eraſe, 

«© That faſhionable peſt the gout, 
Which makes in England ſuch a rout; 
„Which, without mercy, twiſts and ſtings, 
And ev'ry joint with torture wrings. 


© This powder, which I put to view, 
Will purge the ſcab and ſcurvy too: 
«« Twelve double doſes for a crown, 
J by the ſale don't get my own; 
„ But, loving Exgliþ, more than others, 
«© Charity my Gain quite ſmothers. 
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I can (tho' ſtrange it ſeem to you, 
«« Yet not more ſtrange than ſtrictly true) 
«« Freſh health and vigour give the old, 


C Unhorn a cuckold, tame a ſcold. 


„When I my friendly aid apply, 

<« Coughs, fevers, gripes, immediate fly. 
I heal all ſorts of pains and ftrains, 

«© Nay, when requir'd, cleanſe duffy brains, 
«« If in the grave one foot ſhould be, 

«« Apply but here—PUll ſet you free.” 


Haranguing thus the country folks, 

With oft-repeated, filthy jokes, 

They flock around, in ſtrange ſurprize, 
With gaping mouths, and wond'ring eyes, 
To view this Mou us from the ſkies ; 
Then all more eager buy his wares, 

In hopes for good to them or theirs, 


Our Doctor having, now, well pleas'd, 
Of chink his hearers pouches eas d; 
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Proclaimed thro' the buſy crowd, 

With voice, and geſture, bawling loud, 
«« Pm ſorry, Sirs, it happens ſo, 

*© That on to-morrow I muſt go; 


I'm call'd from hence, and cannot ftay, 


cc But for your welfare I will pray.” 


Then, archly grinning, thank'd the crowd, 


And with uncover'd pate low bow'd. 


Now burſt the mob 

Old women, dogs, and girls, and boys, 

Squeak'd, bark'd, and ſquall'd - ſo great the noiſe ; 
So ſhrill, ſo ſtrong, ſo loud the clamour ; 

More loud than VuLcaxr's loudeſt hammer: 

God ſave the Defler ! was the cry; 

God ſave the Doctor fill'd the ſky. 

I, willing to eſcape the fray, 

Faſt ſtop'd my ears, and ran away, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


A Deſcription of the Evening. Introdufion. 
A Deſcription of Night Scenes. A Tale. 
Continuation of Nizht Scenes. A Storm. 
A Meditation on Fate. On Murder and 
Suicide. An Invocation to Hope. The 
End of the Storm. Continuation of Night 
Scenes. Concluſion. 
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N OW when bright Puorzus has withdrawn lus 
rays, 

In turn, to ſhine on ſome far diſtant clime; 

Whilſt paler CYxTH14, in her borrow'd light, 

Reſumes her glimmering reign, and half advanc'd 

In Heaven's wide arch, diſplays a creſcent fair 

Let me, whilſt Meditation warms to ſong 

My languid muſe, and eheers my penſive ſoul, 

Within this grove give vent to all my thoughts, 

And ſoar aloft on Contemplation's wings 

To ſcan the actions of this buſy world. 


See where yond riſing ſmoke in columns rolls 
Cloud upon cloud, till in the ſkies tis loſt —— 
To tell the wonders of that ſtrifeful ſcene 
+ My pen's too weak, and my conception fails: 
Hark! what diſcordant ſounds in one dread hum, 
With more than horror, ſtrike th' aſtoniſh'd ear: 
Tue bell, ſhrill tinkling, calls to ev'ning prayers ; 
| Or, 
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Or, deeper ton'd, death's ravages makes known, 
Whilſt, flow progreſſive, moves the fun'ral pomp, 
Which well declares the wealth that's left behind; 
When o'er the corpſe, ſome moraliſt divine, 
In uſcleſs truths, it's panegyric reads, 
For which his hand th* accuſtom'd fee receives; 
Whilſt, ſhame to tell, there's many a chriſtian's bores 
Strerch'd in the duſt, and bury'd like the dogs: 
For why ? that fortune, for ſome unknown cauſe, 
Depriv'd them living of that glitt'ring traſh, 
For want of which they meet an Heathen's doom- 
' 
Now iſſues forth the peſt of human race, | 

V hoſe hands, unſeen, on careleſs pockets prey; 
Or, till more artful, raiſe the clam'rous mob 
Some well-feign'd quarrel to decide ; wn round, 
Not idly, ftand the vile confed'rates f 
Their daring crimes. Unguarded man, beware ! 
Beware, ye few, in ſuch deep wiles untaught, 
Nor dare ſupport the injur'd party's cauſe : 
Leſt one, more ſubtle, ſhou'd your ſtrength defy, 
And brave you on to meet his fingle arm ; 

Whit 
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Whilſt ſome, officious , will your courage praiſe; 
As friend appear, to guard your envy'd cloaths ; 
But ſcarce the fray i is to a period brought, 


Ere you are left, the ridicule of all, 
Naked and deſtitute to beat your way. 


Nor yet leſs cautious, ſhun the motley crew 
Of Venvs? tribe, at ev'ry corner plac'd ; 
With painted cheek, and well diſſembled eye, 
To tempt the heart of each unwary youth. 


Now the gay world it's various toils renews, 
In all the pomp which luxury e'er taught, 
To courts, or concerts; maſquerades or plays; 
(Fit places all for gallantry and love) 
Where th' lech'rous matron oft deludes the nymph, 
The only offspring of her buxom youth : 
The bawd too, buſy with alluring wiles, 
With barren fare, the ſtateſman oft deceives, 
Though ſtill before him rolls the moral tale. 


Well I remember poor PETRVUcHIo's fate. 


Prraucn 10 was of Fortune's fav'rite ſons; 
And 
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And being of Coxrinpor eldeſt born, 

He claim'd his tend'reſt, fondeſt, greateſt care; 
To road and wurite CorxRIixDoR taught his ſon ; 2 
Nay more, the ſtory in the village goes 

That he had learnt Con bERI, Cato too ; 

But, whilſt a ſtripling, he his books forſook, 

For the more ce horn, and dogs and gun; 

And ſo proficient in his new delighrs, 

That none cou'd match him in the wig*rour chaſe, 

Nor hurl ball with half ſo true an aim. 


But now a nobler cauſe PrTRUCHIO oun'd: 
Long had his father in the ſenate ſat, 
The log-like member for a charter'd town, 
Whoſe manor, ground rents, and the like he claim'd ; 
But, as old age crept on his feeble limbs, * 
No more enabled the great place to fill, 
Th' important taſk was buckled on his ſon. 
Cornixpor's crazy Chaiſe was new equip'd, 
And off he went, with ruſtic Mec, his ſpouſe; 
(For, ere nineteen had told their weary'd round, 


e PzTRxUCH10, : | 
Pg rxv- p 


” 0090 Gees ATI / WY TS ooo 


6& Tu NI G H 4 
Pets v cal 0. was to Mex firmly join 


In Hrurx's holy, honorable bonds.) 

Our Mrd was of great Al cANDrz's race, 
Who bad, for many years, with matchisf; ſkill, 
 Reign'd Fuftice, Fudge, and Woncer of the place. 


Dos Tor was firſt what zwckled MeGeoy's heart, 
The charms of waich ſhe'd in Romances read: 
Nor was PETRUC8B30 deaf to ſuch delights, 
Therefore, with mutual love, they both agreed 
At Drury-lane, to make their firſt graud ſprw, 
And, in. the pir, to take their proper place, 
Where Barnw-l!'s follies were to be diſplay'd. 

It chanc'd AuoreT grac'd PETEUCHO's fide z 
A buxom laſs, of Pleaſure's am'rous train, 

Well known in all the Gardens dark purlicuß; 
And ſue fo charm'd our ſtripling ſtateſman's heart, 
(Who ne'er was adverſe to the toils of love) 
Wich apples, aranges, and ſome kind looks, 
That he forgot his Me cox near him ſat. 
But bet obſerv'd, the damſel was no leſs 

In ſuch enjoyments buſily employ'd ; 


For 
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For chere LAN DEA free acceſs had gain'd ; 


A waggiſh ſpark, of fame amongſt the bloods z 
Full well he knew the fickle, faithleſs ſex, 

As from experience he had gain'd his ſkill : 
Though here, not much he needed of his art ; 
His honied words, and fine embroider'd cloaths, 
Had too great charms for Mx OO to reſiſt: 
And thus beſet, our ruſtic, thoughtleſs pair, 
With ſpeechleſs eaſe, fell both a willing prey 
To vultures vers'd how to diſpoſe their game 


Who hail'd the curtain's fall, with inward joy. 


The nymph, fell vixen ! led PęrRU RO out, 
Whilſt y LeanDeR took the other door: 
Nor was the pair averſe to ſuch kind a&s, 
Each eager preſſing to th' appointed place 
In expectation ev'ry wiſh to crown. 
Sad was the cheer with which PeTz vcn1o met; 
His hell- born ſyren, learnt in all her arts, 
Infus'd in wine, a ſoporiſic doſe, 
Which laid him ſnoring on a ſorry couch; 
Whilſt ſhe, too nimbly, of his heavy purſe 
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His loaded packet cad. The fateſmay wak'd, 
Nor did, at firſt, his hapleſs lo: diſcbrn, 

Till looking round his Amorer to find, 

Pimp after pimp, and waiters following, throng'd 
Their reck' ning ta demand; which to diſcharge 
He for his money ſearch' d, but ſearch'd in vain ; 
Forlorn and pennyleſs, aghaſt he ſtar d, 

Curſing the lackleſs hour which tempted him 
From Virtus's pleaſing paths to firay : at length, 
(When each around, well knowing his miſhap, 
Had, with loud laughter, made their ſides to ach) 
One, more humane, his kind aſſiſtance pledg'd 
Homeward to guide PeTzUcCK1oO's recling keps, 
Where he, with Moor, might their lots deplore ; 
For ſhe, ſad chance, was by LE AN nE bafe, 
Infected with a ſhameful, dire diſeaſe. 


Now the adylt'rous clan, with fearfyl ſteps, 
Through unknown paths, and various windings, each 
With panting heart, their eager way purſue, 
Till Leating high, the deſtin'd place they greet ; 
And there, in all the bli of guilty joys, 


(if 
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If joys ſo nam'd can render mortals bliſt) 

They revel mutual and uncontroul'd. 

Whalſt each ſad conſort; defolate at home, 

Is mufing, penfive, o'er a well-fpent day; 

Or in more pleaſing thoughts their minds erploy. 
To guard the morals of their pratt!ite young. 
Thus the mechanic, and the merchant too, 
Jointly with nobles, ſhare their horned Fate. 

But foft thy Muſe, nor blame the virtuous fair, 
Forc'd by her ſtubborn parents“ will, perhaps, 
Into the very arms ſhe hates; whole love's 

Not for her perſon, but the pdf ſhe heirs ; 

When one, more worthy, warms her tortur'd breaſt, 
Claims ev'ry with and echoes ev'ry fh. 

O ſhame! to man, to baſe, degen'rute man 
Who, thus, fot paltry traſh, his honor aims, 
And forces proſtitution on his wife. 


Curſt Arie bane of ev”*ry ſocial tyel 
«« How often doſt thou, crad, rend in twain 
Whom love hath knit, and ſyfiwpathy made one !” 
| 12 And 
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And when earth's greateſt good's thy own, 

Thou ſtill a ſtranger to the bleſſing art: 

Too oft, thro* THEE, deluded man miſtakes 

The ſource from whence all human comfort ſprings ; 


Truſting in wealth to purchaſe happrne/s, 
And but too late his ſordid error knows. 


O then let love, let fincere, candid * 
Dictate your happy choice! nor leſs when made, 
And with each bond and ev'ry tye confirm'd, 
Let your affeftions glow ; but let good natnre, 
Dreſs'd in civil garb, each tender action grace ; 
So will your days, without the leaſt alloy, 

One line of pleaſure ſeem : how far unlike 

Whom int'reſt joins ! there not one joy is found. 
The huſband oft, inſtead of home, prefers 

His pipe and pot, amidft a ſottiſh crew, 

In fome ly corner hid; where, with ſage looks, 
And obſcure phraſe, he guides the erring ſtate, 

And for each ruling hand a law lays down : 

Or, what's more frequent ftill, at Hazard riſques 
His wife's, his children's, and his own ſupport, Tit, 
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Till, plung'd in ruin, they are forc'd to beg 
A ſorry pittance of ſome lukewarm friend. 
Bat if, by chance, his wav'ring bark he ſteers 
Safe from this rock, on which too many ſplit, 
And ſhou'd, by choice, ſome other ſport purſue, 
His wife too ſeldom in his pleaſures ſhares. 
And, ſure, *twou'd nature contradict, to rob 

5 The fair ſex of their birth-born privilege. 
Shou'd then a youth, bleſs'd with a gen'rous mind, 
Cojoin'd in ſweetneſs with a comely form, 
Pay his devoirs to your neglefcd wife, = 
What voa cou'd aid her, or what truth withſtand ? 
Nor ye, grave prudes ! who number in the throng 
Of Virtue's ſacred train, becauſe your charms 
Have *ſcap'd unnotic d, or, what's greater good, 


Have never known a huſband's dire negle?, OD, : 
This bold aſſertion blame, till you've withſtood 

The melting /ighs and tears of ſome fond youth, 
For whom your heart has own'd a kind return. - 


Lo! from the South what black'ning clouds ariſe, 
Loaded with ſtorms to ſhake this ſinful world, 
. Wrap- 
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Wrapping all nature in terrific glooms, 

And ſtriking horror in the guilty breaft ; 

Even bright CYnTMH1Aa now forgets ro thine ; 

And ſweet-ton'd Puilout l, with love-wrought note, 
Sooths my fad ſoul, and fills my ear no more. 
The thunder roars; earth to the centre ſhakes ! 
Whilt, round the hemiſphere, the light'nings flaſh 
Tremendous in the ſuperſtitions eye. 

Now the big drops, in quicken'd courſe, deſcend, 
Till, in one gen'ral torrent, rufhing forth, 

The far-ſtretch'd clouds their mighty loads diſgorge. 
Threat'ning a ſecond deluge to the world. | 


O how my heart commiſerates with thoſe 
Whom Fortune urges from their happy homes ; 
But moſt with yo, who pace your Boil rann 
To guard from thieves thoſe fleeping on their wor. 
Here we may find the man once fum' d in gur, 


| Whoſe valor oft had fav'd a rrenibling fate, 


Guarding the door of im who wrought his fall: 

Who now, perhaps, in all the pomp and ftate, 

His ill-got wealth can purchaſe or invent, | 
oy | I; 
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Is ſnoring under canopies of gold. 
And can this grandeur, this luxuriance woa 
Peace to his ſoul, and give him ſweet repoſe ? 
Repoſe to guilt | Gold can work miracles ; 
Can gold do this ? Ah no! Full oft he farts, 
And thinks he fees the injur'd hand juſt rais'd 
To take the vengeance which it's wrongs demand : 
Trembling he wakes ; but finding all a dream, 
Once more he ſtretches on his downy couch 
A reſtleſs length ; for ſcarce again his eyes 
Are clos'd, ere round, in airy phantoms, play 
The wand'ring ghoſts of thoſe poor orphans and 
Of widows, whom his villain hand had robb'd, 
And left a prey to penury and want. 
Again he farts, and raving, ſhrieks aloud 
To thoſe his «gas who protect his life; 
Around they throng, nor wonder at the ſcene, 
The dreadful ſcene ! familiar to their view ; 
But now again the well difſcrpbled du, 
And ftudied are, to ſaoth his woes, repeat. 
Whilſt he, all pale and bagged with affright, 
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In wild imagination, ſtill ſurveys 
The ghaftly vifion ſwim beſore his eyes. 


What 4 are here ſor an aſpiring muſe, 
To ſing the whirls and eddies of our fate; 
To vindicate the freedom of the will 
| Againſt whate'er predeſtinarians urge. 
- OMitiTox! did 1 hold thy heavenly pen, 
J here might raiſe to rapture ſuch a theme ; 
A theme which challenges the boldeſt flight 
Of judgment ſtrong, perſuaſive eloquence ; 
Lays claim to all the energy of ſenſe, 
And ſweeteſt numbers of harmonious verſe. 
Or thine, O TRnousox ! bard of pleaſing note 
Thy nervous language, and refined thoughts, 
Strongly expreſſive, wou'd impreſs thoſe truths, - 
Which I, but impotently, ſtrive to paint. 


Though foes unnumber'd will attack my ſong, 
| Though inexperience checks my daring flight, 

And thought, amaz'd, ftarts at the mighty taſk, 
Yet will I on; O Muſe! direct my pen. 


Secure, 
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Secure, within this little hut, I'll ſing, 
Till the rude raging of the ſtorm is o'er. 


Firſt, their bold arguments of ſtrongeſt force, 
Shall, with due candour, now begin my ſong. 


That when creation's vaſt deſign ſtill ſlept 
An embrio in God's eternal breaft, 
He, for the various good of future man 
Defirous ſtill, will'd our firſt parent's fall, 
With loſs of Paradiſe, aad all the train 
Of endleſs, great events, his Gor fr Graces 
Till his bleſt preſence, in the form of man, 
Rais'd us, juſt ſinking, from the jaws of death: 
In his own boſom, chooſing his belov'd, 
And, by election, partial to a few, 
Predeſtin'd their ſalvation. All the reſt, 


A num'rous train ! termed the reprobate, 
Of whatſoever age, or clime, or faith, 
The ſan, in his unceaſing round ſurveys ; 
Pagan, or Few, or Chriftian, all alike, 
| ©: Dilinc. 


Diftin#ionleſs, to death eternal doom'd. 0 
Nor are the ſmalleſt ations of our lives, 

Ev*n to the limits where the foot ſhall tread, 

At the diſpoſal of the human will; 

But were ordain'd ere firſt the world began. 

As the ſcill'd potter forms the ſhapeleſs clay 
To ſuch like veſſels as his wants require; 

So the Almighty with his vaſſals acts, 
Dooming to honor, or to endleſs ſhame, 

Juſt as his pleaſure ſuits ; nor pays regard 

To perſons, ſtates, or deeds ; whether as prief 
With ſacred honors grac'd ; or vice clad 
Sycophants in princely robes. Now my Muſe, 
Their chief excuſe for ſuch belief rehearſe : 
That, if they may from ſuppoſition ſpeak, 
Thoſe, it wou'd be moſt natural to judge, 

Who in fair Virtue's ſacred garb appear, 

Who walk with juſtice, truth, and chriſtian love; 
Who, unimpeach'd of lawleſs act, or deed, 
Quit, with applauſe, their paſſage to the grave; 
Are of the happy few, term'd the elect; 
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And thoſe, faſt- fetter'd in the bands of vice, 
With fin and wickedneſs familiar grown, 

(A mighty number theſe) O dreadful thought 
Are of the reprobate, and doom'd ere yet 

An atom in the womb, to ceaſeleſs pains. 
And th' elect, whate'er their faith or ſins, are, 
By the ſufPrings of the great Redeemer, 
From each enormous accuſation purg'd. 
This, ſurely, wou'd the great Creator's word, 
In ev'ry ſenſe and meaning, contradict; 

As oft he tells us by his prophet's tongues, 
© That virtue till ſhall meet its juſt reward.” 
If all's predeſtin'd, where can wirtue be ? 

It is not to be found in human form; 

Nor ought we do can claim that 4:iffant name. 


If fo, the precepts of Religion's _\ 
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Which to the woe-fraught heart, ſpeaks ſweet content, 


Wou'd loſe their weight—and thou, fair Induſtry ! 


Vain wou'd thy arts, and thy inventions be; 
Care wou'd give way to hateful Indolence, 
And all her lounging train of human ills: 


Nay more, the impious wretch who perpetrates 


K 2 Crimes 
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Crimes of the blackeſt and moſt horrid dye, 
Wou'd boldly dare to charge 'em all on heaven ! 


When dire diſeaſes ſerze on mortal frames, 
The doctor's long ſought ſkill wou'd be in vain, 
And earth, kind parent of balſamic herbs, | 
You'd nurſe her offspring to no end, nor uſe, 
None, it is true, can ſay to death, begone / 
But, ſure, theſe bleſſings were by Heaven meant 
To eaſe, and quell the diffrent ſtings and pains, _ 
Which on this clay-built fabric daily ſeize, - 
Till Nature's ſparkling lamp is quite extinct. 


8 7 
s What more can mortal ſay ? For thou, O Porz! 
Jn theſe few words 


* Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
« To ſee the good from ill; 

And binding nature faſt in fate, 
Set free the human will,” 


haſt fully told what moſt 


My feeble muſe, in her defence, cou'd ſing ; 
Unleſs 
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Unleſs from Scripture I cou'd trutbs deduce, 

Which, here rehears'd, would ſtun their erring prides 
And this no mighty taſk can ſurely be, ; 

As it abounds with proffet d future life, 

If we but pay God's holy laws reſpet, \_ * 
And his commandments ſtrictly keep; as none. 

Are unto miſery refiftleſs born. 


Eli there may be, and a Reprobate : 
There may, and are; and whilſt they here remain, 
Their wirtues, or their wices are the proofs, 
And life's the ſtage, where each performs his part 
In the grand play of Scripture : and, as his 
Merits claim, he meets applauſe in heaven. 
But as our erring nature ſtill is frail, 
And we are ſubje& to a thouſand fins ; 
Our bleſs'd Redeemer's blood was wift'd 
To cleanſe thoſe fins, and make ſalvation ſound 3 
2 Or coward conſcience, (monitor ſevere !) 
Wou'd, with its doubts, far baniſh all repoſe. 
Nay more; has not our Saviour told us, that 
The Shepherd's joy o'er one loſt ſheep reſound A 
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Is greater far, than o'er the ninety nine 

His ſtrong built fold contain'd :—So with th' ſinner 
*Tis, who, ere a ſick- bed takes him priſ”ner, | 
Repents of his paſt errors, and reforms : 

Sure this implies the human will at large. 


But ſay, the fatal accidents which oft 
Befal us, can we eber pre: ct:t? Or does e 
The virtues of the juſt, og the apparent fo, 
In this life, ſcreen them from calaminies ? 
Ah no! if not to puniſh our paſt crimes, 
Theſe ils are meant; they are to prove our love 
And firm attachment to our great C reator : 
As we in Jos have many inſtances ; 
Which, in our greateſt ſuff rings, patience teach; 
And the improvement of ſuch talents, here, 
By nature given us, to aſſiſt mankind, 
For th" nfe of which we, one day, muft account. 


Though pre-ordained certain ends may be, 
(Which by great Nature's ſacred laws are ru), 


"Tis not my faith, the time, or means to bring 
About 


* 
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About thoſe ends, are fixt: fo that the vii 
Remains at large, and ſtill at pleafure acts, 

To ſteer thoſe bearings to the wiſhꝰd - for point. 
Sure then, a future hfe on th' human will 
Depends, Nay ev'n Saint Par, the greateſt friend 
Predeſtinarians claim, allows a free, 

Or rather a permiſſive will, (but this 

Permiſſion being of heaven's own granting 

Is made free) when of the potter's clay he ſpeaks. 
If man to mould a lump of clay has power, 
He muſt have power to mould his actions too. 

So not a doubt remains, without goed works 
Salvation never can by faith be gain'd ; 

Nor by good works, unleſs combin'd with faith. 
But what in man can we call good, further 

Than for diſtinction's ſake ? for let us do 

T'he beſt that human nature can — i as we ought. 


Man ! what art thon! what is proud imperious 
Man ? What ! but almoſt a nameleſs nothing, 
A crawling inſet, a mere grov'ling worm, 


* 9 Chap. 21 ver. St. Parr's Epiſt. to the R:mans, 
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When once devoid of his beſt bleſſing, reaſon ! 
Yet, with what pride, this pigmy tyrant claims, 
Ober all the mighty univerſe, to reign ; 

Blindly preſumptuous ! with ſuperior hand 

Dealing out fate, juſt as his pleaſure, or 

His profit guides—uſurped power! Had we 

The wealth of CRoESs us, the ſtrength of Arras, 
Or the vaſt empire of mighty Cxsar, 


We have no right to rule an inſect's fate, 
Unleſs neceſſity the licence grants. 


How then, O man of blood! when at the laſt, 

Great, ſolemn day, the day of high account, 
Summon'd before thy ſtrict and awful judge, 
How wilt thou vindicate this horrid fin, 
(Thought moſt terrible!) the fin of Murder ? 
What can provoke thy arm to ſtrike a blow 

* Forbade by ev'ry tye both moral and divine? 
What! but deſpair in that Ommniporence 
Who gives thee all things! O cou'd gentle Hope ! 
Inſpire thy breaſt with patience to attend 


The will of thy all-gracious God, how far 
1 | More 
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More eaſy wou'd thy ſoul find reſt in her 
Eternal manſion. And why not ? Is this 
Too great a taſk for thy weak, erring pride # 
"Tis but a moment and thou art ho more. 

A few ſhort, tranſient years are fcarcely paſt, 
Ere thy Creator ſpeaks thee into duſt, 

What made the haughty Perſian tyrant weep, 
When o'er Thermopyla's extended plain 

He rode exalted m his gltt'ring car? 
What! but the recollection that he was 

— But clay ;—nor all his wealth, nor all his power 
Cou'd ſave him from the Gz ave. ——— 


Then let us hope, and hoping, ſtill believe, 
However luckleſs be our fates to-day, 
To-merrow's ſun will more propitious riſe : 
So, by adhering till to that ſtraight path, 
Which moral truth and virtue ſhall direct; 
Acting a Chriſtian's part to all the world; 
With joy, we may, ſecurely, expect, 
When the ſoul leaves her ſick abode of clay, 
To gain eternal, unmoleſted bliſs, 

L The 
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The bluſt' ring ſtorm 1s paſt, and once again, 
The waining moan ſalutes the ſilent earth. 
Now nought is heard around, except the ſighs 
Of pining lovers, and of ſickly care; 
Join'd with the barkings of the village curs. 
Hark! what ſound is that? ſure tis the rake 
Juſt tumbling from the brothel, drench'd in wine, 
Who vaunts his fins, and bellows as he rolls. 
Again! that's the orphan's dying ſhriek at | 2 
Th' dread ruffian's hand juſt rais'd to take his life, 
Whaſe greateſt ill was to be born too rich. 
Gods! what a ſavage monſter ſure is man, 
Thus on the needs of others thus to prey, 
And cruſh the being he was bound to ſave 
O may ſuch principles be far exempt 
| From an inheritance within my breaſt : 
ö And wou'd kind heaven hear this my humble prayer, 
. To give me health, contentment, and a cot, 
Join'd by affection to the nymph I love, 
With juſt a competence to guard my door 
From the keen gripe of meagre poyerty, 


And 
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And now and then ſome wiſh'd aſſiſtance lend 
To real diſtreſs, and make the ſick heart glad 
So great a blefling, I cou'd wiſh no more, 
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N ſmiling ambition, in folly and pride, 
Whyut moments, what hours, what days have I 
ſpent ; 
How ſondly my ſoul to the world was allied, 
How vainly 1 ſought in the world for Content / 


Fair wanton-ey'd Pleaſure, with treacherous ſmiles, 
From folly to folly ſtill lur'd me away; 

1 eagerly follow'd ; but ſoon in her wes, 
Entangled, ſhe left me to ſorrow a prey. 


In Woman, I fondly expected to find 
Delight and Content; how miſtaken I've been ! 


Tis true, my FLoxELLa a moment was kind; 
But now all her kindneſs is turn'd into ſpleen, 


And in Wine to attain the dear phantom ] ſtrove ; 
* Vain! vain ſuch attempts! and as ſimple as vain ! 


How fruide ſs thoſe ſearches arg likely to prove, 
Which for pleaſure purſue the ſure windings of pain? 
But 
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But now (all the world and its follies forgot) 
In xhis rural retirement my days ſhall be ſpent : 
My all, theſe fair fields, and my flocks, and my cot ; 
Enough!—I'm a king! —I am more; I'm content. 


BACCHUS*'s 


BACCHUS's BIRTH-DAY. 


| Robes dedicate this day to mirth, 
The day. which gave Lenzvus birth, 
The mighty god of wine ! 
Come, boys, prepare, with joy prepare, 
Intwining chaplets ; wreath his hair; 
For Bacchus is divine! 
Ha! ſee, he comes ! 
The roſy king! 
Beat, beat the drums ! 
| Enraptur'd fing ! | 
And uſher in the jolly boy, . 
Amid repeated ſhouts of joy ! 
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Fil, an your glaſſes, drown the brim ! 
Our ſouls in ſeas of bliſs ſhall wim; 
BliG, foe to pining ſorrow ! 
Soft love ſhall join with glorious wine, 
Andi raiſe each thought to joys ſublime, 
| Regardleſs of to-morrow. 


— — — 
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Here's 


BACCHUS's BIRTH-DAY. 


Here's to Venus, 
Queen of Love ! 
Here's to Baccavs, 
Son of Jove ! 
This toaft I'll drink whilft I have breath, 
For there's no drinking after death. 


Let nought but mirth and glee abound ; 
Puſh, puſh the luſcious goblet round ; 
; The praiſe of Baccavs fing : 
Bring drawer, bring the largeſt flaſk; 
We'll foak the Bacchanalian caſk, 
In honour to our king : 
His ſpreading fame; 
Earth, ſea, and air, 
Reſound his name! 
All raiſe to ſong ! proclaim his ſway; 
This is the great, the glorious day! 


/ 
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PHILANDER AND SYLVIA, 


LGERNON, and the lovely SYLVIA was 
A young, but yet a moſt unhappy pair; 
The honeſt warmth and tenderneſs of love; 
The mutual rapture, and the ſecret bliſs 

Of two fond hearts, by kindred paſſions join'd, 
They taſted not: ill fated ! hapleſs match! 


Union from whence ſweet comfort never ſprung ! 


be vicious habits, numberleſs and rank, 
Which, like foul weeds, infeſt theſe modiſh times, 
Seem'd in ALctrNO to be center'd all: 
To him th* endearments of a virtuous wife 
No jov, no reliſh had; charms far ſuperior, 
Far tranſcending theſe, his dulled ſenſes, 
Wonderouſly dull! found in the rattle 
Of a midnight broil (ſhocking to relate !) 
Where wanton vice plays off her thouſand arts, 
And ſees, heart-joyful ſees, her forward ſons 
Riot in wickedneſs, and laugh at death ! 
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Where retling drunkenneſs, and lewd-tongu'd mirth 
B:Ich forth obſcenity, and jeſts profane; 

Which here to paint wou'd all deicription paſs, 

And baffle thought ev'n on her utmoſt ſtretch: 
And, if related, on the modeſt cheek 

_ You'd raiſe, indignant, the red bluſh of ſhame ; 
Therefore in ſilence le: ſuch themes remain, 


The juſt abhorrence of the noble foul. 


To gentle xLVIA I will turn my thoughts; 
She was of diff rent caſt: by nature form'd 
Above her ſex, pre-cminently fair! 

Richly endow'd with ev'ry winning grace 
To charm the eye, or captivate the heart ; + 
In perſon elegant, 'in manners chaſte, 


A gen'rous ſpirit, and a ſoul refin'd. 


O woful thought ! that ſo much beauty with 
Such worth combin'd, ſhou'd, ev'n by thoſe from 
whom 


Thoſe bleſſings 5 GET thro? the accurſed luſt, 


M The - 


— — — 
— — — — * 2 


go PHILANDER arp SYLVIA. 


The dirty, baſe-born principle of gain, 


Be given up, nay proſtituted to 
The foul embrace cf him, whoſe callous heart 
Ne'er felt the ſmalleſt tenderneſs of love; 

Who dead to all that nobleneſs of foul 

Which ſtamps diſtinction betuixt man and brute, 
Thinks woman, lovely woman! God's nobleſt 
Work! Creation's faireſt flower! a mere thing, 

A common neceſſary ; an utenfil 

Made to aſſiſt his very meaneſt ends, 

To gratify his flaviſh low defires ! 

Such was that he to whom, by cruel fate, 

The beauteous SYLV1a was, in wedlock join'd : 


Unhappy maid ! adapted ill to bear 


The churliſh treatment of fo rude a mate. 


It chanc'd, amongſt ALczrxox's num'rous friends, 
Surpaſarg all, Pil AN DER held a place; 
A worthy youth, poſſeſs'd, in high degree, 
Of all that noble ſentiment of ſoul; 
That nice refinement, elegant and pure, 


Which great'iy dignifies and raiſes man; 
Which 
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Which on orr nature cafts a brighter glance, 

And never fails to plcaſe and to endear. 

With utmoſt grief and pity he beheld 

The poor, dejected, injur'd Sv ILVIA's woe; 
Daily augmented by the diſreſpect, 

And rough behaviour of her brutal ſpouſe: 

Peace was to her unknown ! domeſlic jars ; 

Ill nature, never pleas'd ; rancour and ſtrife 
With all the bitter train of banefu! ills, 

Which ceaſeleſs ſpring from wedded miſerv, 
Around her {cow I'd inceſſant ; and far, far 
Baniſh'd comfort's cheering ſmile! From ty, 
Friendſhip in Pritaxper's breaſt ſoon ardent 
Roſe ; from frienditip, love. The ſubtle paſſion, 
Ere he was aware, ſoft and unnotic'd, "Wo 
As the midnight thief, ſurpriz'd his ſenſes, 

And, rooted deep, at large poſſeſo'd his foul. 


«© Ah! hapleſs, hapleſs hour!“ (the gen'rous 
youth 
Thus reaſon'd with himſelf) ©© when firſt my eyes 
„ Beheld that beauty, which enthrals my beart. 
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Shall my lew'd ſoul with he!liſh baſeneſs ſtoop 
« To wrong my friend, in the moſt tender point ? 
*« To ſtain his honour ? Win to pollution 
His fair, virtuous wife ? — Reaſon and honour 
Tell me I am wrong. Reaſon and honor 
Thee are folemn words! Honor! the tie of 
Kings ; the hero's glory, and the poor man's boaſt 
And ſhall I trample on ſo proud a title? 
Shall reaſon ſicep? Horror is in the thought! 
SO O fatal fondneſs! I will caſt thee off; 
I muſt, I will wring out this poiſon from 
My heart 7 a /—Vain and pre ſumptuous word! 
For O! what power, or mortal, or divine, 
Can que!) the impulſe of reſiſileſs Love? 
«© Conſcience in vain eſſays her feeble voice : 
** Ir ſets at nought my ſtrongeſt, beſt reſolves 5 
And, like the fury of the tempeſt's blaſt, 


Breaks down all interception to it's courſc.“ 


The more Pil AN DER reaſon'd with himſelf, 
The more he was perplex' d. Deſpotic Love, 


Who laughs at all philoſophy can preach, 
Securely 
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Securely reign'd, and triumph'd in his breaſt : 

Nor was it long ere he, in gentleſt terms, 

To SyYLv1a told his ſtill-encreaſing flame: 

At firſt ſhe ſtood reluctant to his ſuit; 

Look'd pale with fear, and trembled as he ſpoke :— 
But then ſo pleaſing and ſo ſoft his tale; 

So ſweetly irreſiſtibly he woo'd; 

And figh'd, and preſs'd, and us'd ſuch kind perſuaſion, 
That ſhe, fond fair! compliant met his wiſh, 


In all the warmth and extaſy of joy ! 
e 


O! how inftable is all earthly blii: ! 
Though riches, pomp, ſupremacy and power, 
To day, attendant, wait upon thy call; 
Though Pleaſare lull thee, in her roſy lap, 
To the full height of ideot-delight ; 
Know, happy man! before to-morrow's dawn, 
The golden proſpect may be varuſl'd quite, 
And thou, aſtoniſh'd, left to all the tings 


Of keen reflection, horror and deſpair ! 
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One night, enraptur'd, in his SYLv1a's arms 
As bleſt PuILAX DEX lay careleſs of hurt, 
ALGERNON Chanc'd (for ſeldom cou'd he brook 
The thought of ſleeping ſoberly at home) 
Unlook'd for, to ſtep in, and, luckleſs, reel'd 
Into his wife's apartment, Awhile he 
Stood, filent and pale —At length, red-riſing. 
In his threat'ning eyes terrific fury | 
Glow'd ! Quick from his fide a poignard, pointed 
Keen, with horrid graſp he drew, and deep, deep 
Plung'd it in fair Sy Lv1ia's breaſt ! woful ſight 
O what tranſporting pangs of pity, love, | 
Revenge, remorſe, and abſolute deſpair ! 

In mix'd commotion 1:b'ring for a vent, 

That moment tortur'd poor PBILANDEA's heart! 
He rav'd ! he tore! and, in the heighth of rage, 
Curſing the author of ſo curs'd a deed, 

With frantic hand, ſeiz'd the flill-recking blade, 
And pierc'd Al RN ON with a deadly ſtab !— 
All ſmear'd with blood; diſtraction painted in 


His vague, wild looks; and rolling diſmallß 


His glaring eyes, PuiLAN DER ſpeechleſs ſtood: I 
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Sad image of unutterable woe ! 

Nor did he long ſurvive this tragic ſcene : 

Stung with the bitter poignancy of thought, 

Black, guilty thought ! inceſſantly ſevere ! 

And loathing life, now miſerable made, 

At one dread blow, with foul and murd'rous hand, 
He bid farewel to human wretchedneſs. 
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* HEN drovſy Elz, in whining ais. 
Records funcreal, the heart- breaking loſs 

Of lap-dog, monkey, cat, or favorite bird, 

What ear remains unraviih'd with the ſong ? 

Such themes there are, and ſuch protect. on find. 


Why may not I, and with as good a grace, 
For thee, O Grub-ftrezt ! thrum my reſly muſe ? - 


Tho? lopt thy lavrels in theſe ſpleenful days; 
Tho” ſcoff d and buſſetted thy hapleſs name; 
Thy glory tarniſh'd; and (O fad miſchance !) 
Thou and thy immortal ſons, immortal 

Now no more, be:ome the butt of ſcandal, 

And the ſchool-boys laugh! Yet, thus degraded, 
Fal!n as thou art, ſtill I eftcem thee ; 

Account thce gill mere worthy of a ſong 

Than lap-dog, monkey, cat, or favorite bird. 
Then, ere we part, ah! yes, my Grub-ftreet, part ! 
Fate ſo decrees, and who dares ſpurn at fate: 


Permit my ſorrow, forrow dceply felt, 
To 
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To leave this humble tribute of my love ; 
Due to thy mem'ry, to thy greatneſs due: 
And, ſure, twou'd be ungenerouſly done, 
Mean, baſe ingratitude indeed, ſhou'd I, 
Without one friendly word, one kind farewel, 
Deſert and fly thy wit-inſpiring realms, 

I, who ſo oft within thy ſnug retreats, 
Aided by thee, and by the nine inſpir'd, 
Have ſoun harmonious, from my fertile brain, 
Fires, horrid murders | apparitions dire ! 

Or, ſoftly languiſhing in gentler fires, 

Sung dolorous, with ſympathiſing tear, 

Of ſwain enamour'd, the enamour'd ſong ; 
Painted expreſſive the warm ſcenes of love, 
The heart-heav'd ſigh, the unaffected glance, 
Divinely eloquent! the cloſe embrace; 

The artleſs bluſh, mutual and fond. 


To chee, O Saint Giles ! ſpot of goodly note ! 


Well, full well I'm known ; ſpruce farthing ballads, 


From the lip, ſweet-quivering, of graceful 
Wench, have oft my name, in ſquall delightful, 
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Re-echo'd muſical thy walis around. 

© ſcenes of bliſs! O joyous time! far ficd, 
Fled like the mock'ry of an idle dream; 
And left me joyleſs, deſolate, forlorn, 
To the rude mercy of theſe iron time: 


Parnaſſus charms no more. Grab-ftreet, farewel! 
And ye, O brother bards ! renown'd in 4ong ; 
Companions faithful of my happier days ! 

To you, dear cronies ! I muſt bid adieu. 

Here from my brow I ſtrip the wither'd bays;. 

I here reſign all former thirſt of fame. 
On fame I've liv'd too long; how thin ſuch food, 
Theſe haggard eyes and fallow cheeks declare. 


What praiſe, what mighty troph:es have I.gam'd ! 
This ſorry garret, comfortleſs and cold, 
Where louſy poverty, my conſtant gueſt, > 
Reigns abſolote ; this thread-bare, tatter'd veſt, 
Emblem of wretchednebs and keeneſt want. 
O curſt ambitioi. phantom fair ſmiling ! 
Thou pompous nothing! ſhadow of myſelf !. 
How hath thy ſyren flatt'ry led me on ? 
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This this the ſum of all that happineſs, 

With which thy gilded promiſes allur'd 

My eager graſp ? glorious amount! 

The poet's ſure reward ;—too ſurely mine. 

So when the wing of night o'erſpreads the world, 
The wearied pilgrim, far from friends and home, 
Plods, ſad and tim'rous, his lonely way. 

Before him ſkims the ſeeming-friendly light 

Of vaporiſh flare, which from the bowels 

Of the ſulph'ry earth bright iſſuing forth, 
Onward invites him: o'er wide dreary waſtes, 
Where, ever fatal to unwary ſteps, 

Lurks the deep lurid pit, and deathful bog z 
Eager he preſſes to the cheerly blaze ; 

Alas! in vain ; the cheerly blaze cludes 

His fickle hopes ; and, quickly vaniſhing, 
Leaves him, heart-acken'd, to a thouſand fears; 
His reſolution drops; hope blaſted flies; 

Deep, deep he ſinks, faint, heavy, ſpiritleſa, 

A prey to darkneſs, horror and deſpair. 


For ever luckleſs be that luckleſs hour 
When firſt my words fell gingling into rhyme, 
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When firſt the name of poet I attain'd. 


Did not my genius point to nobler ends? 

Ends great and glorious, worthy my purſuit ! 
But ſheepiſh modeſty ſtraight interven'd 

With her unneceſſary qualms and doubts, 

And cruſh'd, abortive, all my vaſt deſigns. 

O bitter*gailing thought !—Fool that I was 

To miſs my talent thus ! why did I, blind 
Unto my future good, madly take up the pen ? 
When far more graceful in my hand had ſhow'd 
The golden truncheon !—O *twas meanly done 


But when ſhall merit, modeſt merit meet 


Her juſt reward? Dull are theſe ſhallow times, 
(2) ſhamefu! truth!) to wit and genius dull. 


Farewe! thou fatally- diſgraceful name, 
Of author, poet, verſeman, bard, or ſcribe, 
Curſt, baneful words! the ſource of all my woe, 
Or by whatever title thou art known ; 
H-nce from my memory I blot thee out; 
Hence I renounce, deteſt and hate thee all. 
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